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Dfwan a few stanzaic pieces, murebbac, mukhammes, and so
on, the most remarkable of which is a fine elegy on the
talented but unfortunate Prince Mustafa, composed, as is so
often the case with such poems, in the verse-form known
as Terjic-Bend.

The   following ghazel is probably an early production, as
it is quoted by Latifi in his Tezkira; it is purely mystical:

Ghazel.   [185]

How to make my soul be fellow of the Sempiternal Rayne?
How to strip away all yeaining for the world's desire and gain? '

How to fly and bide within the curling tresses of the Dear,
Having worn, through love, my body to a hair by wail and plain? 2

How to cast my falcon will to take the birds of golden wing
That do fly and play them ever o'er the vast quicksilver main?3

How with one deep draught to empty all those nine smaragdine bowls
Set in hcav'n, and theieby banish hence ebriety's dull pain I4

Lo the sphere hath turned Khayali's visage to an autumn leaf;
How to give it Thee as, Keepsake, Thee the spring of beauty fain! 5

1  It is  well  known that the first rule of the mystic philosophy is that no
progress can be made in the Higher Life till all selfish desire be killed.

2  The   Dear  is   the  Celestial  Beauty,  not to be perceived or apprehended
without  tiavail  of the soul, Occultism, says the theosophist, wears no crown
but one of thorns.

3  The strange picture of the golden-winged biids flying over the quicksilver
sea may  perhaps have been suggested by the starry heavens; by these birds
the poet possibly means nothing more definite than those mysteries of nature
which surround  us  on  all  sides,  and which may be comprehended, say the
mystics, through wise, strong, loving puipose.

4  The  nine  emerald (that  is   green,   or  as  we should say, blue) bowls of
heaven   are   of course   the  nine   Ptolemaic   spheres, and  here  represent  the
universe,  the  riddle  of which the mystic seeks to solve and so escape from
all doubt and perplexity into the region of perfect calm.

5  From two or three passages in his poems, Khayali would appeal to have
been of a sallow complexion: Yahya Bey also in one of the verses he directed
against the poet, speaks of his yellow face.